igo                       THE LAST GENRO

"Otama, will you accompany me on the samisen? I'll sing one song
for this happy occasion."

All clapped their hands, but some of the younger geisha looked
doubtful, for her reputation had been made when they were yet un-
born.

As she concluded, there was great applause, for she was still superior
to the entertainers there.

Okiku responded with an encore.

It was late afternoon when a small boat decorated with flags and
lanterns appeared in the bay near the Oiso fishing village.

"I engaged it for our return trip. We are taking you with us for a
leisurely sail."

"Saionji-san, you tempt me, I was not feeling elated for reasons
which you know very well."

"That's what I suspected, so we came over to cheer you up."

Before they left, Kunigita, the novelist, leading the geishas, sang a
navy song. Kemri-mo ttttzu kumo-mo-mku-" all joined them, clap-
ping their hands.

"Ah, this really invigorates me. The war days that those words re-
call were the most exciting in years."

"Don't you worry, you'll have more of them, Genro,"

The party walked down to the pier and boarded the boat.

When they rounded the tip of Miura Peninsula in Tokyo Bay, the
summer sun was sinking behind the mountain range in the west. Twin-
kling lights on both sides of the ship became gradually brighter. There
was no wind, no wave; the water was smooth.

Towards the Ryogoku, fireworks illuminated the sky.

Ito was drinking with Saionji.

A few feet away, Okiku's eyes were idling on Otama, through the
increasing darkness.

"I came to Tokyo to take care of some business matters and to at-
tend the House of Peers. You know I was just elected from Osaka as
one of the largest tax payers of the Prefecture."

Saionji's visitor was his younger brother, Sumitomo Kichizayemon
of Osaka, whom he still called Takamaro. He was slightly over thirty
years old and handsome; his black hair was parted on one side. The
features were prominent, with a high forehead, brilliant eyes, aristo-
cratic nose and firm lips. Unlike Saionji, he wore eyeglasses and a
moustache.